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XwAs soiiflet^ and die Bans des Vaches was ming^ 
And lighto were o'er th' Helvetian mountains flung> 
That gave the glacier tops their ridiest glow> ' 
And tinged the lakes like ndblea gbld below. 
Warmth flush'd the wonted regions of the stonn, 
Where^ Phoenix-like^ you saw the eagle's form. 
That high hi Heaven's vermiliim wheel'd and soar'd. 
Woods ne^er frowned, and cataracts dash'd and roar'd, 
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From heights biouzed by the bounding bouquetin ; 
Herds tiTilrlmg rown'd the long-drawn vales between^ 
And hamlets glitter'd white^ and gardens flourish'd 
green. 

'Twas transport to inhale the bright sweet air ! 
The mountain-bee was revelling in its glare^ 
And roving with his minstrelsy across 
The seented wild weeds^' and enlEubefi'd moss. 
Earth's fielatures so harmoniously wer^' link'd^ 
She seem'd one great glad fbrm> with; life instinct. 
That felt Heav'n's ardent breathy and srhiled beloir 
Its fludb of love> with consentaneous glow. 



A Gothic church was near ; the spot around 
Was beaadfnl^ ev'n though sepulchral ground ; 
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For there nor yew nor cypress spread their ^oom. 
But roses blossom'd by each rustic tomb. 
Amidst them one of spotless marble shone — 
A maiden's grare — and 'twas inscribed thereon^ 
That young and loved she died whose dust was there: 

'^ Yes/' said my comrade^ '' young she died^ and fair ! 
Grace form'd her^ and the soul of gkdness play'd 
Once in the blue eyes of that mountain-maid: 
Her fingers witdi'd the chwds they pass'd along. 
And her lips seem'd to kiss the soul in song : 
Yet woo'd, and worship'd as she was> till few 
Aspired to hope> 'twas sadly^ strangely true. 
That heart, the martyr of its fondness, bum'd 
And died of love that could not be return'd. 
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Her fiftther dwelt -wliere yonder Castle shines 
O'er dust'ring trees and terrace-mantling vines. 
As gay as eyer> the laburnum's pride 
Waves o'er each walk where shewas wont to glide^-^ 
And still the garden whence she graced her brow^ 
As lovely blooms^ though trode by strangers now. 
How <^ from yonder window o'er the lake. 
Her BODg of wUd Helvetian swell and shake^ 
Has made the rudest fisher bend his ear^ 
And rest enchanted on his oar to hear 1. 
Thus bright>.aQ6omplish'dj.,spirited^ and bland^ 
Well-born^ and wealthy for that simple land^ 
Why had no gallant native youth the art 
To win .80 wana-<-«Q exquisite a heart ? 
She, midst these iFooks inspired with feelings strong' 
By mountain-freedom — music — ^fency — song> 
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Herself desoended from the brave M amis. 

And oonscioiis of romanoe-iiupiriiig charms> 

Dreamt of Heroic beings ; hoped to find 

Some extJuit-fi^fKirit of chivaliie kind; 

And scorning wealth> look'd bold ev'n on the claim 

Of manly worthy that lack'd the wreath of fame. 

Her younger brother^ sixteen sttmmers old> 
And much her likeness both in mind and mould. 
Had gone> poor boy! in soldiership to shine^ 
And bore an Austrian banner on the Rhine. 
'Twas when; ahu( ! : our Empire's eiyil' star 
Shed all the ^a^^^ without the pride; of war; 
When patfiols bled^ and bitterer anguish crossed 
Our brave, to ^ in battier foully losti 
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The youth .WToMrtiome the rout of many a day; 
Yet still he ^d, and still with truth could say^ 
One corps had ever made a valiant stand,-^ 
The corps in which he served, — Theodbio's hand. 
His &mej forgotten chief, is now gone by> 
Eclipsed by brighter orbs in glory's sky; 
Yet once it shone^ and veterans^ when they show 
Our fields of battle twenty years ago> 
Will tell you feats his small brigade perfbrm'd. 
In charges nobly faced and trenches storm'd. 
Time was> when songs were chanted to his fame, 
And soldiers loved the march that bore his name ; 
The zeal of martial hearts was at his call. 
And that Helvetian, Udolph's, most of alL 
'Twas touching, when the storm of war blew wild. 
To see a blooming boy, — almost a child, — 
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Spur fearleis at his leader^s words and signsj 
Brave death in reodnnoitring hostile lines. 
And speed each task, and tell each message dear. 
In scenes where war-train'd men were stunn'd with' 
fear. 



Thbodbic praised him, and they wept for joy 
In yonder house, — ^wh^n letters from the boy 
Thank'd Heav'n for life, and more, to use his phrase. 
Than twenty lives — ^his own Commander's praise* 
Then foUow'd glowing pages, blazoning forth 
The fanded image of his Leader's worth. 
With sudi hyperboles of youthful style 
As made his parents dry their tears and smile : 
But differently far his words impress'd 
A wond'ring sister's weU-beLieving breast ; — 
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She caught th' iUusion^ blest Thbos^bio^s name^ 

And wildly magnified his worth and hme; - 

Rejoicing life's reality oontidn'd 

One> heretoforey her fancy had but feign'd^ 

Whose love could make her proud; and: time and 

chance 
To passion raised that day-dream of Romance* 

Once, when with hasty charge of horse and man ' 
Our arri^re-guard had check'd the Gallip^vany 
Theodric, visiting the outposts^ found ' 
His Udolph wounded, weltering on tibegnmnd: — 
Sore crush'd, — ^half-^swooning, half-uprafised;, he lay<, 
And bent his brow, £m boy ! and graap'^di'tlie day« 
His &te moved ev'n tiiecunnnoB soldiei^'« futh«— ^ 
Thbodbic SBceour'd him;' nor left tbe yooth ^ 
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To Yulgar hands, bat brought him to his 
And lent what aid a brother would have ! 



Meanwhile, to save his kindred half tl 
The war-gazette's dread blood-roll might 
He wrote th' event to them ; and soon co 
Of pains assayed and symptoms angom 
And last of all, prognosticating cure. 
Enclosed the leach's vouching signature. 



Their answers, on whose pages you mi. 
That tears had fall'n, whilst trembling fii 
Gave baondless thanks fbr benefits confei 
Of whidi the boy, in decret, sent them w 
Whose mem<Nry Time, they said, would i 
But which tiie giver had himself forgot. 
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In tiiQe> the stripling, yigorous and heal'd^ 
Resumed his barb and banner in the field. 
And bore himself right soldier-like^ till now 
The third campaign had manlier bron£ed his brow; 
When peaoe> thou^ but a scanty pause for breath, — 
A enrtain-drop between the acts of deaths — 
A check in firantic war's unfinish'd game, 
Yet dearly bought^ and direly welcome^ came. 
The camp broke up, and Upolph left his chief 
As with a son's or younger brother's grief: 
But journeying home, how rapt his spirits rose ! 
How light his footsteps crushed St. Gothard's snows ! 
How dear seem'd ev'n the waste and wild Shreckhonij 
Though wrapt in clouds^ uid frowning as in scorn 
Upon a dow?iward world of pastoral charms ; 
Where^. by. the yery lonell of dairy-£uins> 
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And fragrance from the mountaiii-herbege Uowni 
Blindfold his native hills he oonld hare known ! 



His coming down yon lake> — ^his hoat in -new 
Of windows where love's fluttering kerchief iew^— 
The arms spread out for him — the tears that bnrM^ — 
('Twas Julia's^ 'twas his sister's met him first :) 
Their pride to see war's medal at his breast^ 
And all their rapture's greetings may be gness'd. 

Ere long, his bosom triumph'd to unfdld 
A gift he meant their gayest room to hold>— 
The picture of a friend in warlike dress ; 
And who it' was he first bade Julia guess. 
'^ Yes/' she repHed^ ^' 'twas he methought in sleep. 
When you were wounded, told me not to weep/' 
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The painting long in diat sweet mansion drew 
Hoards its liTing s^blance little knew. 



Meanwbile Thbodbig^ who had years before 
Learnt England's tongae^ and loved her classic lore> 
A glad entbusiast now explored the land^ 
Where Nature^ Freedom, Art^ smile hand in hand : 
Her women fenr ; .her men robust for toil ; 
Her vigorous souls, high-cultured as her soil ; 
Her towns, where civic independence flings 
The gauntlet dowxt to senates, courts, and kings; 
Her works of art, resembling magic's powers ; . 
Her mighty fleets, and learning's beauteous bo\wr8,— 
These he had^isited, with wonder's smile, 
And scarce epdur'd to quit so fiedr an isle. 
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But how our hXes frwn untnonientoias things 
May riae, . like rivers out of little springs ! 
A trivial chan^ postpon'd his parting day, 
And public tidings caus'd> in that delay^ 
An English jubilee. 'Twas a glorious si^t ; 
At eve stupendous London> dad in lights 
Poor'd out triumphant multitudes to gaze ; 
Youth, age, wealth, penury, smiling in the blaze ; 
Th' illumin'd atmosphere was warm and bland. 
And Beauty's groupes, the fisdrest of the land. 
Conspicuous, as in some wide festive room. 
In open chariots pass'd with ftearl and phime. 
Amidst them he remark- d a lovelier mien 
Than .e'«rl|is: thoughts had diaped, or eyes had seen 
The throng detam'd her till he rein'd his steed. 
And, ere the beauty pass'd, had time to read 
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The motto ttbd the armft her earriage bote. 
Led by that dne^ he left hot Englanid's shoare 
Till he had known her : and to k^owher well ' 
PtolffiBg'd, exalted^ bounds endiantment^s spell; * 
For with afiections wann^ intense^ refine^^^ 
She mix'd sach calin and holf Btireugl^ of mind; 
That, like HeaVn'a image in die smiling brooks 
Gdestial peace was pictured in her look. 
Hers was the brow> in trials unperplex'd. 
That cheer'd the sad and tranqnilliaed the vex'd 
She studied not the meanest to eclipse. 
And yet the wisest lislfen'd to her lips ; 
She sang not> knew not Music's magic dkill. 
But yet her voice had tones that sway'd the will. 
He sought— he won her-— and resolved to make 
His future home in England for her sake. 
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Yet^ ere they wedded> tiiitten of ooacem 
To CiBSAs'fr Ckmrt oommandfed his reioim^ 
A aeaion's spaoe^ — and on his Alpine way. 
He reach'd those bowers, that rang with joy that dav : 
The boy was half beside himself^ — the sire, 
AU firankaess, honoor, and Helvetian fire. 
Of speedy parting would not hear him speak ; 
And tears bedewed and bri^ten'd Jui^ia's cheek. 

Thus, loth to wound their hospitable pride, 
A sMBth he promised with them to abide ; 
As blithe he trode the mountain-sward as they. 
And feh his joy make ev'n the young more gay. 
How joeimd was their breakfest parlour fann'd 
By yon blue water's breath, — thieir walks how bland! 
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Fair Jinbiul M«uf«!lmt>|rotfa«rV B6StaM i^Mterf^dV/ 
A gem refl«0lifig^2S^8tui4%7plborart;i]^^ jjiwa oT 
And witii lienr gmdirftf liAi tfemr wteanvrorf^^donO 

That almost^^illd^l&i te'h»|piiditaHt irtw, "^ t:,tiA 
And tvrm'^tli UiDO&fiff iiiilua ftitrnJuM^pt^kitdofL 
But did ]i]«.lJMNq;ihtv toi love «iie ino]neat<iBitgid^^)'^HfB! 
No ! he wli» liad Iwed CcnipTANcuB conld aolrditfi%BA 
Besidei^ till grief betzay'd hear undeugn'd, I i'di 

Th' unlikeljr tfaonglit conM scsiobI^ leich hk .milB&.T 
That eyes so young on years like bis should beam 
Unwoo'd ddtotion back for pure esteem^ ' :, \ 

True ^^BOBgto bis Tery fiftul^ andbraogbftc. r 3 
Those tndna^befoe bim of iuxuidasttfanigbt^i u UiM 



w 



To sweep jwrort^ i^fe. jmnkiy fJ Ai m ^ f j ^l '^armgt 11 m «'^ A 
Ozioe, ia^ Wijofled^fuindfltr tkit wldb^ nuA 

She panaed a^e^QMdft : t Jui^bt^ il«{^ Aiei;(ibiiic^ 
And^ wlieiLldft fiBrf)kin(udbinrdiid^MiQ^cr.7Lt> ji>nT 

Bii%^]uMi^iie8aw]iB:caHttMiigav«]w^f^ o b jjjSi 
Afl^%Hirfawfiff bwn^ mapBaae^-rack again,/' ^ *«)M 
Faith, hon<Mir,'i|eiQadi2i]pibinadliiaBi to^mnniuiki ; •: i>U 
Tnilftig:iR4icli ker tiaid ftndneaB fear'd to a$ki ^ ., T 
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And yet with' graoeftilly ii^enuous power 
Her spirit met th' explanatory hoor;-^ 
St^ii coiiiipawp Tieaiity brig^hten'd in her eyefl> 
That told' Aeknew their lote no vulgar prise ; 
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•TwiM^^j[|LjBlie,8|;rui5k tk^. kejs, and inuw; wifj^ec^^/. 
Tl^fljpcjf'd all siall k^i^hapd^ had. e'er. dis|ifay*d>sjr .. 

.?WW'4H ^*^Wing, rapt frpxn thuig? a^u^,., ^j^y 
She look'd the very Muse of magic 80und[;^ j 
Pain^i^jA somid the fonns pf joy and woe,,, ,, x^ ,/ 
Until the ipind's eye saw them melt and ^low... r ^r^Jt 
Her ckMBiQ^ strain composed and calm she play'd^^^'p 
Apd sang no words to give its pathos aid; . .< ,, 
Ba( gnef seem'd ling'ring in its lengthen'd swell. .^ 
And like so many tears the trickling touches fell. ,., 
Of CoNSTANCB. then she heard Theqdric speak, ^^ 
And stead^t smoothness still possess'd Jbe,]^ cheek ,\ 
But when he told her how he oft had plann'd 
Of old a journey to their mountain-land. 
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That H^mMrk %ougfit Utii ^ffi^ y^n i;i<lttr^V' ^ 
''Ah! thetf,^sWbH^;''ybUkn6wii(rtE]i^luten^ 

Then Itirsif^ l^r tears through pr{cle'6^^e8tf8ih!ilg 

And withlierhdndferchief;, and tnith hier hiti^/ ^ 
She hid Iter face and wept. — Contrition siung ' ' ' ' ^ ^ 
Thsodbic for the teats his words. had wrong.' ' * ' ^ 
But no/' she cried^ " unsay not what you-Ve saia^ ^ 



*'"'••/ !• , , :. •• . • .t . •.-.-•' ••} r* 
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Nor grudge one prop on which my pride' is stay d ; 
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To think I could have merited your &ith/ 
Shall he my solace even unto death !"-— 
** Julia/' Thsobric said, witii purposed look 
Of firmness, ''' my reply deserved rebuke ; 
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Bat by fcm ptil» «i|i nofeipflui^ oC^ouiiidt^vc^^r '^ 
And by^«te td%ritjr of wimMiirifMj .> > ^^^iX 

Strear tliat *#toi i ato g«iieyoa1I ^ yoiut>fatetK * 
IVdidie'ddiBi'dfOflm of IbodiMttfroin your brtel^" 

Th' abrupt appeal dteetrified ber dioiigbt;'-^' ^ 
She look'd to HeaVn, as if its aid sh6 soiigbt, ' 
Dried hastSy the tear-drqis ^m ber ehe^^' 
And sigidfled ihe^ow die could ftot speak. 



•|^. 



£re long be communed ^th ber modier mOd :^ 
Alks r she said, *' I wam'd — eonjured my dhMt 
And griered hr this affection from the firsts '" 
But like fatality it has been nursed ; 
For when ber fiTd eyes on your pieture'fixr^l/ -^ 
And when your tame in all she bpok^' wib'inS'd,^ 



ts 
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Then eadi alttemjptihVkKi^ IM. (/ ^ > A 

That could dbe mMt^ i^ uiight eschiat ev'n 700. 
" You.cante. — I aiigiir'd the «?8nt> 'tw jkrw* 
'' Bat ho^j^ Unohvn'n mother to ezdude ^^ 
'^ The guest that dami'd oxa boondlMs gratitude f, r 
'^ And that oncoDsckms yon had east a apdil 
" On Julia's peace, my pride tefttsed to tcSU : 
" Yet in my child's illB£a<m I have seen^ 
^ Ikdie^ me ivHeQ> how blameless you hare bej^f 
" Nor efm it/Canqdi howsoe'er it end, 
" Oar debt of fVij^iuiship tp pur bo^'s best firiend.'' 
At ni^ttb^^jRurtiied tpfth the ^ed jpair; 



» 1 .• .« 
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The last btpmt^mt^hmaiiiii^lffK^Ai^ 
And UDteoaH UiJbmv^Mm[cifiiiiat^Kkipj[iM 919V/ 
The parting iibiaitoiiftejRidirfiattar ^fgnUiiy.tim aewT' 
That,tf3bevan«iinia?dHii akei^^ -rsJl 

But, liiig'rii|$}|i%litK)ir|«4#ii^>JoiigaQnfi^U oT 
His boat's L|^,glifi|p^ i^tltiBg j|^ <iii/;q8 

*:>,:•*<:*. L'jCi ■■ ': '.• ". ^: '•.*■- .•.''•■•■: i-'n .? u,Ai 'iO 
Theodric qped ta Ajiistiria^ ^ind achivveclc ; ^ .,{ ■ j 
His journey's object* Muich iv(^ 1^ xdyienv]^ ].,:.^.\j 
Wb.e.n Uoowh's lettecs told tbat JuLU'a n^iid, : 
Had borne his loss firm, tranquil, and resign'd. 
H^ tfififs, the Rhenish r<mte to Englandy.^lv . 
Elate with hx^f^g jiilfill^d their ecs^yj ..<« ai ' 
And interobanged ^th Cpi^STANCja's qf^.l^^eiii(h/ 
The sweet 4|e|nrt Ww ti^^t l|0«ui4 tWr:,feil?ko . f 



■M^i 






To|iii]itMiiil£Mi||[(te»%i#(Midiii% )^(a ^n 

Were ]]kefiMirMyiBg»piMil«»*»dM Uinia J lui/. 
'Twasneedfyi^^L'iiifrcliiradjtefiMk . w^*..: '^kT 
Her t/empa^dbudmaSkifa^ MLyf^Mmau»iM, 
Toshar^ eoBiiteA0eL^tlilicf>«adtag$fa ..r .; ) 
Sparks fr^eei fcerl^H'll deeti4iybi^ tohiiiii, ' '"'^' '''^* 
Of that pare pride, which leas'iiiiig to her breast 
Life's iUb/g^^e aft its joys a treble sest, 
BeforeTthe^kid cempktely und^stood : ' v ' ^ 

That mighty tmtb^liavr happy are the good f^ 

,♦ ". ".',11' , ."•. .' ,-■ •' •• '••*■. ■ •• » «''. 'A 

Ey'a when her Hght fbrsodk him it bequeathed ^ 
Emiobling sorrow | and her memory breathM * ' 
A'kweetness'lluit torviv'd her livinj; days ' ^ 

As odixms seents oudast the oensi^i 
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OrifatmiM#d]iiim-dlMr||oUMi^^ f^.\ )H 
'TwasoatwaMdhMK^ii&dfliyllftftuedttti^: ^ -.h 
Z^V AoMtf kn^ftr bite «ff(Miti«D^ loiM aiid iqpeeflbw^ 
A little Hear'a/above duseiiBioa'ft vsadi* A 

But midst her kbdrad ther^ was stitffc attd^^; ' * 
Save one ooageiiial daCeri def werfeatt^ • - - ^ 

Suehfeila t^lier bnlig^ intellect and graee, ^ '/ 
Afl if she hftd'angnwa'd the tittfte «f her taDi. j :' '^' 
Her nature steofe ifa* unnatural leads to hed^ • 
Her wisdom mlide the weak to her appeal; 
And though the wounds she cured were soon iindoied. 
Unwearied still her kindness interposed 



Oft on those errands tfadoi^ she went^ in vabir ' 
And home, a hhmk/withmt kei*, gatr-hitt paift; - 



m 
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He bore hefro^faMiiB^Mriito Ifriow sudi*^ ^ i^ ^HO 
But publia.:giM:U4jq^ liliiie 4<» lieiM u ?.7T 

And Gtfinajli JMlioiir tAed;«t eViy'impe^ .»':A 

Oh t :<rare h« tlfimr^ dioii|^5 to j^^ INok 'd 

One brokea baiict'er jiexiah in the wmk 4 -.^^ 

Ner think Aat CdNarANOB soagbt to mo^e or meltP 
His pnvpeses l&e herself she spoke and felt:— <• ^^ 
'' Your ftme is mme^ and I will bear all woe ^ - . i i 
*' Except ite loss ! — ^but with you let me go r . . ;» 
Y, !|Do,iirm yeia fe> to oabraoe you finom. th^ 
'^ Harm will liet reach me — hazards will delight V 
He knew those hazards better ; one campaign 
In JQ^hmd he anynred her to remain. 
And she eiqpresi'd asseiit; allhoiigh her heart 
In secret had resolved they should not part. 
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Haw oft tlie/inMn^aift uda»sitimfi'^}iitkv€§'^^ ^n A 
Are ^mckfd by entm^ti^ ^if&bii^xAaeHei^ *i -^^T 
That little" fitnh, Atatfliravd #t6vtii§ itmiahi^, ^^ ' T 
That plan'8coiicealittttrt,(ii*lrf^t%l^^^^^ 

^,fl8lt«i;jtto«k|d»joo«rfoi?t'*to^ osiivr 

Wb^if md^t ^tb$s«aii)iab«i;'d.Hda]rai» «h0 
Agaiat;.ta liUidred worthlesv of her otrb. v . . . /i j V/ 
'3*ia.tru«. ibe «aid die iidingB. die sboiiU «nk4^ ' ^ I 
Would make lier absence on ids heait^dt ligte ; t 
Bttt^ hajlessly^ zeyeal'd not ]net hcr.|daii, • i /^ 
And left; Urn in his liome a lonely b»ui. . < :rr 
■ -■■'.•.. ' ■ -. .. , ..:.,-)H •• 

TiMudamp'd in thooghte, beiMued ttpMidi^))(bti 
'Twas lK9g Mftoehe had heard fkonr UdoLi^^ litMiT ' 



And de^3^v4^ilK^lil0Hill>lib fpUtiUli^ t? s\o vn IT 

Yet makes theiH;iiol ]lvtfrtwit)j«^ to ti» ViMai «>\^ 
Whencom0A LeMl-kk)k^f<xr>tfa6ii df'haaaatr M 
Ii»'UiK»i«Mi ('turas^-lte tlMtt^t^al int> M« aptft^y' 
With moum^ joy that mom surprlacd hio sight; '. 
How duo^ed wm Uookph ! Scaivo Thmdmo dukikt 
Inqabe)|i$ tidings^-— he io«isid*il the worsts ^ <* ^' 
'' At first/' ho said, <' as Juua hade ii)e teU/ ''<^ 
'' She hore her dhte high-miiidBdlj- and 'WeU>^ A . 
*' Resolved from common eyes her grief to hide, 
'^aA^|^4#^«iiittho iRsdd'ft oaBqpii8siott«avi^*olir ^file ; 
" ttnl jiliU^ boaMi gave i«qr tooeorvt w^ " ^ 
'^ And long she pined*— for hroken hearts die slow ! 
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*' Her reason treMl, but ctttab tMal«fi%'lik^''' '^^^ ' 
<' Tke wandngef l»r dMKtl|uh^lll^--HlioA l6lftt&t«^^' "" 
*' AndiiM flir ^i^eh slie wv, poor «li#eMr ! fl^N»/ '' 
'' Is onoe to se^ Ttfinn^BH! ere Blie ^Ues. ' ' '^ ' 
'' Wliy sfaoakl^ I ooibe to t^ yoaiii«>ti^^rf^?'' ^ ^^-'^ 

'' I Uame myMOf/iifit He^tr idtftll isaise tii^l^flfift^; »^ "^ 
'' That my liisime ambition lor tHe name ' '^^ ^I) 
<* ^ Wsllter to TtiihMBie, ftuaded ail < - ' ' v '''T 
Those higb-lmiH hopes Hiost enii&'d hertiy tbiB!l[^ik&^ 
I made^er sK^t a ncNIher'yooiiSBMd sage^ '' - ^ 
'' Bat now* toy parcaitff drw^ with grief abd aga^; ^' - *~ 
*' And though my sialer^s eyas mean no rebakia^ 
*' They overwhelm me wM theb during- loak. '' :^> ^'^' 
" The jonriiey II long, btft you are ffaU <tf nM(llj>osiHT 
'^ And she who ^lares year heart, and lcnly#srit«iihiti7 
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" Has &itffkmj^ji»i^,i^etxU0Sh fiiB tit»»» v . ^' 

" Sb^ luis^ |Qy U^oM^a/' be nplied, " 'tig. tvse.;,' / ^ '^ 

Their eonym^^f^eam^^sirnxsAj taa dote; 
Far scai^ eauUl ^^iut IvqaUed loob oan^oeB!, 
When:, viidlaiiti^ to CjOv^mwm AMt akuj 
(In all but trails ef mniI,)^ were uahet'd ul 
They brought |iti»t hei^ om midst their Idiicbed baa4 
Tb^ PiMi<9^. 11^ elone^ like her^ was blaad; 
Bnt 8aid---:iiid sBiiled to 9ee it gRve him ]Mub---' 
That CoNBTAMf» would a £artni|^t yet remaia. 
Vex'd byt their tidii^lfl^ and the haughty vieir 
They cast. on. Ujnu&ph a» the youtk wij^bi}few> 
THBoomerbfaimedhja Coag^jam^^ intei^t-r^ . \ 
The devoiia weiit> end left him as they went^: . ^^ 
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To read, wImb tiiif wcve gmB htjmtA wiBfM» 
A sole from beir l^A htmA, exfUAa^ ilL 
Slie said, that wkh their limiae she ^oly ataU 
Tliat ptitiiig peace mi^ with tfaeoi all be 
But pray'd for lov€ to ahare hk liMdgii life^ 
And shun att future dianee ef klndied stvife. 
He wrote with speedy hia soul's oras^nt to mfz 

m 

The letter niisa'd her on her lM«iewaid way. 
In six hours Constancb was within his afiM s~ 
Moved> fluflh'd, unlike her wonted calm 
And breathless — with uplifted hands out^fead*- 
Burst into tears upon hb necky and sftid,*^ 
I knew tiuit those who brought your meange Umf^'i, 
With poison of their own to point tibe shaft; 
And this my one kind nater thoug^t^ yet Mi 
'' Confess'd she fear'd 'twas true you had beeai wroth. 
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*' Is gone, iM fioawiTAVQS ift liendf agam." 
His ecstacfV' it may befiieas'd, was midiy 
Tet pii^H jiiliiiinM and piaatiure's aeemfd to taqcb. 
WhatprideJ embradbtg boailty's perfiict sumU; 
What teifiirS kat kis few laab wordsy miatold* 
Had agonised her pulae to ferer'a heat : 
But cahn!dag(im so aopa it healthful beat. 
And awjk-mireet Umes were in her vmoe'a aoond, 
htnifit die breathed composure round. 



Fair being I with what sympathetio grace 

She iMBKdt faemul'df.atid pleaded Ji»bU'a ease ; 

« 
Implor^ he would her dyi^ wish attend^ 

" Ajidi^" she aaid> '* to-morrow with your friend ; 

>' - • . D 
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I 'U wait for your return on England's shore^ 
And then we '11 eroB» tke deep and part no more." 

To-morrow both his goal's compassion drew 
To Julia's call^ and Ck>N8TAN0B niged anew 
That not to heed her now would be to bind 
A load of pain for life upon his mind. 
He went with (Tdoi;iPH<— -from his Gonstanob went-- 
Stifling, alas ! a dark presentiment 
Some ailment lork'd^ eVn whilst she smiled, to mock 
His fears of harm from yester-moming's shock. 
Meanwhile a £uthftil page he singled out^ 
To watch at home> and follow straight his route. 
If aught of threaten'd change her health should show: 
— ^With UooLPH then he reach'd the house of woe. 



THBODRIC. 36 



That wiBter^s eve how darkly Nature's brow 
Scowl'd on the scenes it lights so lovely now! 
The tempest^ raging o'er the realms of ioe^ 
Shook fragments from the rifted precipice; 
And whilst their idling echoed to the wind^ 
The wolf's long howl in dismal discord join'd. 
While white yon water's foam was raised in donds 
That whirl'd like spirits wailing in their slirouds: 
Without was Nature's elemental din — 
And beauty died, and friendship wept, within! 



Sweet Julia, though her fate was finish'd half. 
Still knew him-Hsaniled on him with feeble laugh—- 
And blest him, till she drew her latest sigh ! 
But lo I while Udolph's bursts of agony, 

o 2 
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And oge^s tremnkms wailiiigs^ rdtuid^him »m%! .''^ 
What aooentft pierced him deeper yet thin thM^l- ' > 
'Twas tidings — by his English' moMenger 

Of CoNSTAKCB — brief and terrible they wvro. ^ ^ ^ 
She still was living when the page set out '>' 

From home^ bat whether now was left in doubt. ^-^ ^ 
Poor Julia ! saw he then thy death's relief-^ "^ ^ 
Stunn'd into stupor more than wrung with grief ^^^ 
It was not strange ; for in the human breast >. • ^ ^ 
Two master-passions cannot oo-ezist^ 
And that alarm whidi now usurp'd hk brain 
Shut out not only peace, but other pain. 
'Twas fancying C6mbtAkos underneath the ^tunM 
That cover'd Julia made him first weep loud. 
And tear hiSiself away ^om them thatWejpt' ^c^cO ' 
Fast hurrying homeward, night nor day he slept. 



> . ',.•' 
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Till, laaaek'd'Et flCA* he dreamt, that bia soul's saint 
dung tO;him en a^M^ge oi ice, pale, hm%, 
O'er cataracts ef blood. Awika, he blesa'd 
The shcra; nor hope left uUexly his breast* 
Till reachiag home, terrific omen ! there 
The sttftuf'-laid street preluded his despair — 
The senraut'a look— 4he table that reveal'd 
Hie letter s^t to Constancb last, still seal'd* 
Though speech and hearing left him, told too clear 
That he had now to suffer — ^not to fear. 
He felt as if -he ne'er should cease to feel-— 
A wretch lire-broken on misfortune's wheel : 
HflTi-death's cause — ^he mi^t make his peace with 

JHeaven, 
Absolred from gttilt> but nerer self-forgiven. 
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The ooeaa has its ebbiiig»-HM> has grief: 
'Twas vent to anguish^ if 'twas not relief^ 
To lay his brow ev^n on her death^cold cheek. 

Then first he heard her one kiad sister speak: 

■ 

She bade him^ in the name of Heaven*, forbear 
With self-reproach to deepen his dotpair: 
" 'Twas blame^" she said> " I shudder to relate> 
But none of yours^ that caused our darling's fiette; 
Her mother (must I call her such?) foresaw^ 
Should CoNSTANCs leave the land^ she would with- 
draw 
Our House's charmi^^iiinst the world's neglect — 
The only gem that drew it some respect. 
Henoe> when you went^ she came and vainly spoke 
To change her pmr poQO g rew incensed, and broke 
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With execratioiis ftcm her kneeling child. 
Start not! your angel from her knee rose mild> 
Fear'd that she should not long the scene oatlive. 
Yet bade ev'n yon tii' unnatural one fbrgiTe. 
Till. then her ailment had been slig^t^ or none; 
But fiast she droop'd^ and fatal pains came on: 
Foreseeing their event, she dictated 
And sign'd these words for yon." The letter said- 



" Thbodbic, this is destiny above 
Our powerto baffle; bear it then, my lovei 
Rave not to learn the usage I have borne. 
For one true sister left me not forlorn ; 
And though yon 're alisent in smother land. 
Sent from me by my own well-meant conunand. 
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Your 80u}^. I^knofiry as fim »<kiiit ib iB^ik^y-^^* ' "^ 
As tlicpe fi^iwp'diiasd^ in Massing ^ovnoir jDih} 
Shape not iniagmed horrors in> my fste-^ 
Ev'n now my^fleruigs are not very great; ' 
And when y^mr grief's first tiaasports shall subside^' ' 
I call upon your strength of soul and pride •' '^> 
To pay my memory^ if 'tis worth the debt> . ^ * t 
Love's glcNrying tribute— not forlorn regret: 
I charge my name with power to conjure up 
Reflection's balmy^ not its bitter cup; 
My pard'ning angdi> at the gates of Heaven^ 
Shall look not more regard than you have given 
To me; and our life's union has been olad •: . ^ 
In smiles of UiisB as sweet as life e'er had. : 
Shall gloom be isam suck fari^t remembraaee ca8t^ 
Shall bitterness outflow from sweetness past ? 
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No ! imagad in the WMtUMy of jvuhrkaatf*' * 

Theie kt me sinile^ amidst high thoughts «t vest ; 

And let conte&tment on your qpirit 8hiiie> ^ 

As if its peace were still a part of mine : 

Fer Jf jwk'wBr not proudly with your pnn> 

For yoQ I shdl have worse than lived in rain. 

But I conjnre your manliness to hear 

My loss with noUe spirit-^not despair : 

I ask yon by omr We to promise this^ 

And kiss these words> where I have left a kiss^-— 

The latest from my living lips for yours." — 

Words that will solace him while life endores : 
For though his spirit firom affliction's surge 
Could ne'er to life^ as life had been^ emerge. 
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Yet still that mind whose hanmmy elate 

Rang sweetness^ ev^n beneath the cmah of fate,— 

That mind in whose regard all things were placed 

In viewB that soften'd them, or lights that graced. 

That soul's example could not but die^nse 

A portion of its own bless'd influence ; 

Invoking him to peace, and that self-sway 

Which Fortune cannot give, nor take away: 

And though he mopm'd.her long, 'twas with such woe. 

As if her spirit watch'd him still below. 
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NOTES TO THEODRIC. 



Line 3. 

'' Thai gave the glacier tops their rithett ghw." 

Ths Bight of the glacien of Switierland^ I am told^ Iim 
often disappointed travellera who had pemaed the aooonnta 
of their spleadour and snhlimity given hy Boorrit and 
other deacriben of Swiaa aoeneiy. Poaaibly fiourrit^ who 
baa apent his life in an enamoured familiarity with the 
beantiea of Nature in Switzerland, may have leaned to the 
romantic side of description. One can pardon a man for a 
eort of idoUtry of those impoong objects of Nature which 
hei^ten our ideas of the bounty of Nature or Providence, 
when we reflect that the glaciers — those seas of ice— are not 
imly sublime, but useful : they are the inesdiaustiUe re- 
servoirs which supply the principal rivers of Europe } and 
their annual melting is ki proportion to the summer heat 
which dries up those rivers and makes them need that 
supply. 
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That the picturesque grandeur of the gladers should 
sometunes disappoint the traveller^ will not seem surprisiDg 
tp any one who has been much in a mountainous country, 
and recollects that the beauty of Nature in such countries 
is not only variable^ but capriciously dependent on the wea- 
ther and sunshine. There are about four hundred different 
glaciers*^ according to the computation of M. Bourrit, 
between Mont Blanc and the frontiers of the Tyrol. The 
full effect of the most lofty and picturesque of them can, 
of coursey only be produced by the ridiest and warmest 
light of the atmosphere ; and the very heat which illumi- 
nates them must have a^ changing influence on itiany of 
their appearances. I imagine it is owing to this circum- 
ettoce^ namely, the casualty and ehangeabt^ess of the ap- 
pearance of some of the gladers/' ^t the* -impressitos 
made by them on the minds of other and more tran^ent 
travellers have been less enchanting tikan those described 
by M. Bourrit. On one occasion M. Bonrrit- seems even 
to fi^peak of a past phenomenon, and certakily one which 
no other spectator attests in the same terms, when he 
eays> that there once existed between the ELandel Steig 
andLauterbrun, '' a passage amidM singular glaciers, some- 

* Occupying, if taken togetlier» a snrface of ISO square leagues. 
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times leaonbiliiig magical towns of ioe, with pilastoTB, P3r- 
nunids^ coluiimB> and obeliaka^ reflecting to the nm the 
most brilHani hues of the finest gems." — ^M. Bownit's de* 
seription of the Gbider of the Rhone is quite enchanting: 
_'^ To fonn an idea," he saya, '' of this superb spectacle^ 
figure in your mind a scaffolding of transparent ioe, filling 
a space of two miles, rising to the clouds, and darting 
flashes of light like the sun. Nor were the several parts 
leas magnificent and surprising. One might see, as it 
were, the streets and buildings of a dty, erected in the 
form of an amphitheatre, and embellished with pieces of 
water, cascades, and torrents. The effects were as prodi- 
gious as the immensity and the height ; — the most beauti- 
ful azuFe — the most splendid white — ^the regular appear- 
ance of a thousand pyramids of ice, are more easy to be 
imagined than described." — Baurrit, iii. 163. 

Line 9. 

'^From heights brausted by the bounding bouquetin" 

Laborde, in his " Tableau de la Suisse," gives a curious 
account of this animal, the wild sharp cry and elastic 
movements of which must heighten the picturesque appear- 
ance of its haunts. — '' Nature," says Laborde, '' has des- 
tined it to mountains covered with snow : if it is not ex- 
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pond to kecA oold it beeomes blind. Its agUkf in leaping 
» modb iiirpanmn that of the chomoifl^ and would appear in« 
ondible tp thoae wlio have not aeen it. There is not a 
mwmtain ao high or steep to which it will not trust itself, 
provided it has romn'to place its feet; it can scramble 
along the highest wall^ if its surface be rugg;ed*" 

Line 15. 
'^ Enameffd moss" 
The mm of Switzerland, as well as that of the Tyrol, 
If remarkable for a bright smoothness approaching^ to the 
appearance of enameL 

Line 136. 

"How dear seem'dev'n the waste and wUd ShreeMimm,'* 

The Schreck-hom means in German, the Peak of Terror. 

Line 141. 
'' SImdfM hie native hills he could have known." • 
I have here availed myself of a striking expressifm of 
tlie Emperor Napoleon respecting his recollections of Cor- 
nea, whidi is recorded in Las Cases's History of tke Em- 
peror's Abode at St. Helena. 
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TO THE RAINBOW. 



Tbium plut 2ctdk, that fiU'st the sky 
Whea storms prepare to port^ 

I ask not pioitd phUosophy 
To toadi me what thou 



Still seem as to my childhood's s^ht^ 

A midway station given 
For happy spirits to alight 

Betwixt the earth and heaven. 
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Can all that optics teach, unfold 
Th J form to please me 8o> 

As when I dreamt of gems and gold 
Hid in thy radiant bow? 



When Science from Creation's face 
Enchantment's veil withdraws^ . 

What lovely visions yield their place 
To cold material laws ! 



And yet^ fair bow^ no &bling dreamsi 
But words of the Most High> 

Have told why first thy robe of beams 
Was woven in the^sky. 
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When o'er the green imdeluged esrth 
Heaven's covenant thou didst shine. 

How came the world's grey fathers forth 
To watch thy sacred sign. 



And when its yeUow lustre smiled 
O'er mountains yet untrod^ 

Each mother held aloft hef child 
To bless the bow of God. 



Methinks> thy jubilee to keep, 
The first^made anthem rang 

On earth deliver'd from the deep^ 
And the first poet sang. 
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Nor ever shall the Muie's eye 
Unnqitaied greet thy beam . 

Theme of primeval prophecy^ 
Be still the poet's theine ! 



The earth to thee her inoenae yields. 
The lark thy welcome sings. 

When guttering in the freshen'd fields 
The snowy mushroom springs. 



How glorious is thy girdle cast 
O'er mountain, tower, and town. 

Or mirror'd in the ocean vast, 
A thousand fathcmis down ! 
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As fresh in jon hoiisoii dark^ 
As young thy beauties seem. 

As when the eagle from the ark 
First sported in thy beam. 



For, faithful to its sacred page. 
Heaven still rebuilds thy span. 

Nor lets the tjrpe grow pale with age 
That first spoke peace to man. 
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THE BRAVE ROLAND.* 
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The brave Roland! — the brave Roland! — 
False tidings reach'd the Rhenish strand 

That he had £dl'n in fight; 
And thy faithful bosom swoon'd with pain, 
O loveliest maiden of Allemayne I 

For the loss of thine own true knight. 

* The tradition which forms the suhstanoe of these stannu 
is still preserved in Germany. An ancient tower on a height, 
called the Rolandseck, a few miles above Bonn on the Rhine, 
is shewn as the habitation which Roland built in sight of s 
nunnery, into which his mistress had retired, on having h^^ 
an unfounded account of his death. Whatever may be thought 
of the credibility of the legend, its scenery must be recollected 
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But why 80 rash has she ta'en the veil^ 
In yon Noni^n^erder'^ cloisters pale? 

For her vow had scarce been sworn. 
And the fatal mantle o'er her flung. 
When the Drachenfells to a trumpet rungr 
'Twas her own dear warrior's horn ! 



Woe ! woe ! each heart shall bleed — shall break ! 
She would have hung upon his neck. 
Had he come but yester-even ; 
And he had cla8p*d those peerless charms 
, .That shall never, never fill his arms, 
Or meet him but in heaven. 

"iif^ pteuoreliy every one who baa ever visited the romantic 
laSMMape of l9ie Drachenfells, the Rolandseck, and the beauti- 
nil adjacent islet of the Rhine, where a nunnery still stands. 
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Yet Roland the braye-^Roland the true — 
He could not bid that spot adku ; 

It was dear still 'midst his woes ; 
For he loved to breathe the neighb'ring air, 
And to think she blest him in her prayer^ 

When the Halleluiah rose. 



There 's yet one window of that pile^ 
Which he built above the Nun's green isle ; 

Thence sad and oft look'd he 
(When the chant and organ sounded slow) 
On the mansion of his love below. 

For herself he might not see. 

She died !^He sought the battle-plain ; 
Her image fill*d his dying brain. 
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When he feD and wish'd to fidl : 
And her name was in his latest 8igh> 
When Roland^ the flower of chivahy, 

Expired at Ronoevall. 
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THE SPECTRE BOAT. 



A BALLAD. 



Light rued false Ferdinand^ to leave a lovely maid 

forlorn^ 
Who broke her heart and died to hide her blushing 

cheek from scorn. 
One night he dreamt he woo'd her in their wonted 

bower of love. 
Where the flowers sprang thick around them, and the 

birds sang sweet above. 
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But the scene was swiftly changed into a church- 
yard's dismal view^ 

And her lips grew black beneath his kiss^ irom loye's 
delicious hue. 

What more he d)re»mt^ he told to none ; but^ shud- 
dering, pale, and dumb, 

Look'd out upon the wayes^ like one that knew his 
hour was come. 



'Twas now the dead watch of the night — ^the helm 

was lash'd a-lee, 
And^the ship rode where Mount iBtna lights the deep 

Levantine sea; 
When beneath its glare a boat came, row'd by a 

woman in her shroud. 
Who, with eyes that made our blood run cold, stood 

up and spoke aloud : — - 
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'' Come> Traitor J down> for ^hom mj ghost stffl wan- 
ders unforgiyen ! 

Come down^ hlae Ferdinand^ ibr whom I hnke my 
peace with heaven!" — 

It was yaija to hold the victim^ for he plmiged to>meet 
her call^ 

Like the lurd that shrieks and flatters in the gazing 
serpent's thrall. 

Yoa may guess the boldest mariner shrunk daunted 

from the sight. 
For the spectre and her* winding-sheet shone bine* 

with hideous light ; 
Like a fiery wheel the boat spun with the waving of 

her hand. 
And round they went, and down they went, as thtf 

cock crew from the land. 
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VALEDICTORY STANZAS 



TO J. P. KEMBLE, Esq. 



COMPOSED FOR A FUBLIG MEETING^ HELD JUNE 1817. 



Pridb of the Britiah stage^ 

A long and last adieu ! 
Whose image brought th' hotuc age 

Revived to Fancy^s view. 
Like fields refreshed with dewy light 

When the sun smiles his la8t> 
Thy parting presence makes more bright 

Our memory of the past ; 
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And memory conjures fed&igs up 
That wine or music need not swells 

As high we lift the festal eap 
To Kemble— fare thee well ! 



His was the spell o'er hearts 

Which only acting lends, — 
The youngest of the sister Arts, 

Where all their beauty blends : 
For ill can Poetry express 

Full many a tone of thought sublime. 
And Painting, mute 'and motionless. 

Steals but a glance of time. 
But by the mighty actor brought. 

Illusion's perfect triumphs come, — 
Verse ceases to be airy thought. 

And Sculpture to be dumb. 
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Time maj again revhe. 

Bat ne'^^edipM the duum^ 
When Cato spoke in.him alire^ 

Or Hotopor kindled warm. 
What soul was not resigned entire 

To the deep sonrows of the Moor, — 
What English heart waa not on fire 

With him at Aginoourt*? . 
And yet a majesty possess'd 

His transport's most impetnoua tone^ 
And to each passion of his breast • 

The Graces ga^e their cone. 

High were the task — ^too high. 

Ye conscious bosoms here ! 
In words to paint your, memory 

Of Kemble and of Lear ; 



66 VALBBICTOBr STANZAS 



But who forgets that white discrowned head^ 

Those bursts of Reason's half-extingoish'd glare— 
Those tears upon Cordelia's bosom shed^ 
In doubt more touching than despair^ 
If 'twas reality he felt? 

Had Shakspeare's self amidst you been. 
Friends^ he had seen you melt^ 
And triumph'd to have seen ! 

And there was many an hour 

Of blended kindred fame, 
When Siddons's auxiliar pow^ 

And sister magick came. 
Together at the Muse's side 

The tragick paragons had grown—- > 
They were the dbildren of her pride, 

The columns of her throne^ 



TQ J. P. KSMBLi^ B8Q. 6? 



And undivided &voiir ran 

From heart to heart in their aj^Jaase, 
Save fw,tiie gallantry of man^ 

In lovelier woman's cause. 



Fair as some classic dome. 

Robust and richly graced. 
Your Ksmble's spirit was the home 

Of genius and of taste : — 
Taste like the silent dial's power. 

That when supernal light is given. 
Can measure inspiration's hour. 

And tell its height in heaven. 
At once ennobled and correct. 

His mind survey'd the tragiek page. 
And what the actor could effect. 

The scholar could presage. 

p 2 



68 VALBDiCTOttT BTAN2A8. 



These were bis traits of worth :— 

And must we lose them new ! 
And shall the scene no more shew forUi 

His sternly pleasing brow !' 
Alasj the moral brings a tear ! — 

'Tis all a transient hour below; 
And we that would detain thee here> 

Ourselves as fleetly go ! 
Y%t shall our latest ag^ 

This parting scene review:-?—. 
Pride of the British stage, 

A long and last adieu I 



IM 



» 
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LINES 



QPOKBN JISY MB, * * * *^ AT DBURT LANK THBATBS, 



On the first opening of the "Home after the 



DEATH OF THS PRINCESS CHARLOTTE, 1817. 



BBiT<»iBl although wa task is bu^ to shew 
The scenes and passion^ •£ 4c^tious woe^ 
Think not we oome this flight, .witl^ont a part 
In that deep sorrow of ithe public hearty 
Which like a shade hath darken'd ev'ry place> 
And moisten'd with a tear the manliest face ) 
The bell is scarcely hush'd in Windsor's piles^ 
That toll'd a requiem from the scdemn aisles^ 



70 LINB8 SFOksN 0^' TbB i/&AT& 



For her, the royal flower, low laid in dust, ' 
That was your fairest hope, your fondest trust 
Unconscious of the doom, we dreamt, alas ! 
That ev'n these walls, ere many months shocdd passf; 
Which but return sad accents for her now. 
Perhaps had witness'd her benignant brow, 
Cheer'd by the voice you would have raised on High, 
In bursts of British love and loyalty. 
But, Britain! now thy chief, thy people mourn. 
And Claremont's home of love is left forlorn : — 
There, where the happiest of the happy dwelt. 
The 'scutcheon glooms, and royalty hath felt ' 

A wound that ev^ry bosom feels its own,— 
The blessing of a fether's heart overthrown — 
The most beloved and most devoted bride 
Tom from an agonized husband's side. 



QF, ^^B P9JNGS88 CHABLOTTB. 71 



Who ** long as Memory holds her seat" shall view 
That speechless, more than spoken last adieu^ 
When the fix'd eye long look'd connubial fitith^ 
And beam'd affection in the trance of death. 
Sad was the pomp that yesternight beheld. 
As with the mourner's heart the anthem swell'd ; 
While torch succeeding torch illumed each high 
And banner'd arch of England's chivalry. 
The ridi plumed canopy, the gorgeous pall. 
The sacred march, and sable-vested wall,— 
These were not rites of inexpressive shew. 
But haUow'd as the types t>f real woe ! 
Daughter of England ! for a nation's sighs, 
A nation's heart went with thine obsequies !-* 
And oft shall time revert a look of grief 
On thine existence, beautiful and brief. 



72 ON TH£ BBAVH OP ^^B P^INCBSS CHABLOTTB. 



Pair Bpirtt ! send thy blesfiing fironr above 

On realms Trberv ihou art canonised by love! 

Gire to a fether'a, huaband^s Ueeding mind. 

The peace that angels lend to human kind ; 

To ns who in thy loved remedibraz^ce feel 

A sorrowing, but a-sonl-ennobling zeal— - 

A loyalty that touches all the best 

And loftiest /^ndples of England's breast I 

Still may thy name speak concord from the tbmb- 

StiU in the Muse's breath thy memory bloom I 

They shall describe thy Ufe—thy form pourtray ; 

But all the love that mourns thee swept away, 

'Tis not in language or expressiTe arts 

To paint^yet feel it, Britons, in your hearts ! 



iiJOiar^..'* : ^y<^i-'(^ ^ A 
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LINES 

ON BSCSIVINO A SEAL WITH THK CAMPBELL CBE8T, 
FBOM K. M — y BEFORE HER MABBIAOB. 

This wax returns not back more fair 
' Th' impression of the gift you send^ 
Than stamp'd upon my thoughts I bear 
The image of your worthy \dj friend ! — 

We are not friends of yesterday ; — 

But poet's fancies are a little 
Disposed to heat and oool^ (they say^)— . 

By turns impressible and brittle. 



74 TO A LADY, 



Well ! should its frailty e'er condemn 
My heart to prize or please you less^i 

Your type is still the sealing geni> 
And mine the waxen biittleness. 



What transcripts of my weal and woe 
This little signet yet may lock, — 

What utt'ranoes to friend or foe. 
In reason's calm or passion's shock ! 

What scenes of life's yet curtain'd page 
May own its confidential die. 

Whose stamp awaits th' unwritten page. 
And feelings of futurity ! — 

Yet wheresoe'er my pen I lift 
To date th' epistolary sheet. 



ON RBCsnnri^o a seal. 75 



The blest occasion of the gift 
Shall make its recollection sweet ; 



Sent wh^i the star that roles yoar fetes 
Hath reach'd its influence most benign — 

When every heart congratulates^ 
And none more cordially than mine. 

So speed my song — ^mark'd with the crest 
That erst th' advent'rous Norman* wore. 

Who won the Lady of the West, 
The daughter of Macaillain M(Hr. 



* A Norman leader, in- the service of the king of Scotland, 
married the heiress of Lochow in the twelfth century, and 
from him the Campbells are sprung. 



76 TO A LADY, 



Crest of my sires ! vidiose Uoed it.seal'd 
With glory in the sti^ of swords, , 

Ne'er may the scroll tliat bears it yield 
Degenerate thoughts ot faithless words ! 

Yet little might I price the stone. 
If it but typ'd the feudal tree 

From whence, a scatter'd leaf, I 'm blown 
In Fortune's mutability. 



No !-"but it tells me of a heart. 
Allied by friendship's living tie ; 

A prize beyond the herald's art — 
Our soul-sprung consanguinity ! 



ON BBCBIVINO A 8BAL. 77 



Kath'junb ! to many an hour of mine 
Light unngs and sunahine you have lent; 

And 80 adien, and still be thine 
The all-in-all of life--Content ! 



( 78 ) 



STAJfZAS 

TO THB MEMOBY OF THE SPANISH PATRIOTS 

LATEST KILLED IN REBIBTINO THE REOENCY AND THE 

DUKE OF AKOOULEME. 

Brave men who at the Trocadero fell—- ^ 

Beside your cannons oonquer'd not^ though slain^ 
There is a victory in dying well 
Foir Freedom, — and ye have not died in vain ; 
For come what may, there shall be hearts in Spain 
To honour, ay embrace your martyr'd lot. 
Cursing the Bigot's and the Bourbon's chain^ 
And looking on your graves, though trophied not. 
As holier, hallow'd ground than priests could make 
the spot ! 



STANZAS TO THE SPANISH PATBI0T8. 79 



What though your cause he haffled — ^freemen cast 

In dungeons — dragg'd to deaths or forced to flee ; 

Hope is not wither'd in affliction's hlast — 

The patriot's hlood 's the seed of Freedom's tree ; 

And short your orgies of revenge shall he, 

Cowl'd Demons of the Inquisitorial cell ! 

Earth shudders at your >ictory^-^for ye 

Are worse than common fiends from Heaven that fell^ 

The baser^ ranker sprung. Autochthones of hell ! 

Gro to your bloody rites again— bring back 
The hall of horrors and the assessor's pen. 
Recording answers shriek'd upon the rack ; 
Smile o'er the gaspings of spine-broken men ; — 
Preachy perpetrate damnation in your den ;->-« 



80 STAHSA8 TO T«a .JlfSMORY 

IWn kt your altan^ ye blasfdieDiers ! peal 
With thanks to Heaven, that let you loose again, 

I 

To practiBe deeds with torturing fire and steel 
No eye stay seardi — no tm^e may challenge or 
reveal! 



Yet laugh not in your carnival of crime 

Too proudly, ye oppressors ! — Spain was free. 

Her soil has felt the foot-prints, and her dime 

Been winnow'd by the wings of Liberty; 

And these even parting scatter as they.fie^ .. 

Thoughts — ^influences, to live in hearts unborn^ 

Opinions that shall wrench the prison-key 

From Persecution — shew her mask off-torn. 

And tramp her bloated head beneath the foot of Scorn. 



Olf Vmm flt»AMI9H PATRIOTS. 81 

I m i i m TT ■ ft < ^ I 7 i.i.».i I m 

Ohnj to them that die in this great cause ! 
Kings, Bigots, can inflict no brand of shame. 
Or shape of death, to shroud them from applause : — 
No ! — ^manglers of the martyr's earthly frame ! 
Yoor hangmen fingers cannot touch his fame. 
Still in your prostrate land there shall be some 
Proud hearts, the shrines of Freedom's vestal flame. 
Long trains of ill may pass unheeded, dumb. 
But Tengeance is behind, and justice is to come. 



(^ -82 '^ 
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LINES 

INSCRIBED ON THE te6NUMEI<^T LATEliY FINISHED 

BY MB. OHANTRET, 

WHICH HAS BEEN ERECTED BY THE WIDOW OF 

ADMIRAL SIR O. CAMPBELL, E. G. B. TO 

THE MEMORY OF HER HUSBAND. 

To him^ whose loyal^ brave, and gentle heart. 
Fulfilled the hero's and the patriot's part, — 
Whose charity, like that which Paul ^join'd. 
Was warm, beneficent, and unconfined, — 
This stone is rear'd : to public duty true. 
The seaman's friend, the fiather of his crew — 
Mild in reproof, sagacious in command. 
He spread fraternal zeal throughout his band. 
And led each arm to act, each heart to feel. 
What British valour owes to Britain's weal. 



LINES TO THB MB|CORT OP BIB O. CAXPBBLL. 83 



These were his public virtues : — but to trace 
His private life's fait purit j and grace. 
To paint the traits that drew affection strong 
From friends^ an ample and an ardent throng. 
And, more> to speak his memory's grateful claim 
On her who moums him most, and bears his name — 
(yercomes the trembling hand of widow'd grief;, 
O'ercomes the heart, unconscious of relief. 
Save in religion's high and holj trust, 
Whilst placing their memorial o*er his dust. 



G 2 
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30Na op THp gb?:eks. 

Again to.the battle^ Achaiansl . ,.> 

Our hearts bid the tyrants defiance; . .. .\' 

Our land^ the first garden of Liberty's treer^ . ^}* 
It has been^ and shall yet be the land of the f^e.:.< ; 
• For the cross of our faith is replanted^ 
The pale dying crescent is daunted^ 
And we march that the foot-prints of Mahomet's darres 
Maybe wash*d out in blood from our forefathers* graves. 
Their spirits are hovering o*er us^ 
And the sword shall to glory restore us. 

Ah ! what though no succour advances. 
Nor Christendom's chivalrous lances 



SONG OP tlkE GBEBK8. 86 



Are stretch'd in our aid— be the oombat our own ! 
And well perish or conquer more proudly alone : 
For we've sworn by our Country's assaulters^ 
By the virgins they've dra^d from our altars^ 
By our massacred patriots^ our children in chains^ 
By our heroes of old and their blood in our veins^ 
That living, we shall be victorious. 
Or that dying, our deaths shell be glorious, 

A breath of submission we breathe not ; 
The vword that we've drawn we will sheathe not ! 
Its scabbard is left where our martyrs are laid^ 
And the vengeance of i^es has whetted its blade. 
Earth may hide— -waves engulph — ^fire consume us, 
But they shall not to slavery doom us : 



80 BONO OF THS OBBBltsI^ 



If they rule^ it shall be o'er oiir ashes and'gritvdii'; 
But we Ve smote them already tdth fire' (m th^ 

waves^ 
And new triumphs on land are before its. 
To the charge ! — Heaven's banher is o*er us. 

This day shall ye blush for its story. 

Or brighten your lives wildi its glory. 

Our women, Oh, say, shall they shriek in despair. 

Or embrace us from conquest with wreaths in their 

hair? 
Accursed may his memory blaet^en. 
If a coward there be that would slacken 
Till we've trampled the turban and shown oursdv^ 

worth 
Being sprung from and named for the godlike of earth. 



80NQ OF. THE GREEKS, ^7 



Strike hoixie^ and the world shall revere 113 
As heroes diesceaded from heroes. 



Old Greece lightens up with emotion 

Her inlands^ her isles of the Ocean ; 

Fanes rebuilt and fair towns shall with jubilee ring, 

And the Nine shall new-hallow their Helioon'a spring : 

Our hearths shall be kindled in gladness, , ^^. 

That were cold and extinguish'd in sadness ; . , . 

Whilst our maidens shall dance with their wlatQ<^ 

waving arms^ 
Singing joy tx> the ,bmve thsU; ^^livar'd their charms, 
When the blood.of yon JVftissiilman .cravens 
Shall have pux|)led the beaks of our lav^s. 



^}U 
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THE LOVER TO HIS MISTRESS 



ON HBB BIBTH-DAT* 



If any white- wing'd Power above 

My joys and gtieh survey^ 
The day when thou wert bom^ my love — 

He surely bless'd that day. 

I laugh*d (till taught by thee) when told 

Of Beauty's magic powers. 
That ripen'd life-s dull ore to gold. 

And changed its weeds to flowers. 



THB I«OVBB TO HIS MI8TRB8S. 89 



My mind had lovely shapes poiirtray'd ; 

But thought I earth had one 
Could XBfiui ev'n. jFaiiqr!a villous ftde 

Like stars before the sun ? 



I gaz'd^ and felt upon my lips 
Th' unfinished accents hang : 

One moment's bliss, one burning kiss. 
To rapture chang'd each pang. 



And thou^ as swift as li^tning's ftadi 
Those tranced moments flew. 

Not all the waves of time shall wash 
Their memory from my view. 



90 THB LOVBB TO HIS MI8TBB68. 



But duly shall my. raptured song, 
And gladly shall my eyes^ 

Still bless this day's return^ as long 
As thou shalt see it rise. 



(-«!••)" 



SONG. 

TO THE BVBNINO STAB. 

Star that bringest home thie bee^ 
And sett'st the weury'lbbour^r free ! 
If any star shed peace^ 'tiS thou> 

That send'st it from above^ 
Appearing when Heaven's breath and brow 

Are sweet as hej's we love. 



Come to the luxuriant skies> 
Whilst the landscape's odours rise> 
Whilst fax-off lowing herds are heard^ 

And songs^ when toil is done> 
From cottages whose smoke unstirr'd 

Curls yellow in the sun. 



92 BO^o. 



Star of love's soft intenriewB, 
Parted lovers on thee muse ; 
Their remembranoer in Heaven 

Ot thnHing vows thou art. 
Too deUciouB to be riven 

By absence from the heart. 



\ ' ■ 
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SONG—" MEN OF ENGLAND." 



Mbn of England ! who inherit 

Rights that cost your sires their bloodt 

Men whose undegenerate spirit 

Has been proved on hind Und flood: — 



By the foes ye Ve fought uncounted^ 
By the glorious deeds ye Ve done> 

Trophies captured — ^breaches mounted^ 
Navies conquer'd — ^kingdoms won ! 



M XBN OF. BMGLAND. 



Yet, remember^ Englanii gftthen 
Hence but l&uitlesB wreaths x£^&me, 

If the patriotism of your ^Eithers 
Glow not in your hearts the same. 



What are monuments of bravery^ 
Where no public virtues bloom ? 

What avail in lands of slavery^ 
Trophied temples, arch and tomb ? 



Pageants ! — ^Let the world revere us 
For our people's rights and laws. 

And the breasts of civic heroes 
Bared in Freedom's holy cause. 



MBN OF ENGLAND. ^ 



Yours are Hampden's, Riusell'a ^ory^ 
Sydney's matehlesB shade is yours, — 

Martyrs in heroic story. 

Worth a hundred Aginoourts ! 



We 're the sons of sires that baffled 
Crown'd and mitred tyranny : — 

They defied the field and scaffold 
For their birthrights — so will we ! 



( 96 ) 



ADELGITHA. 



Thb ordeal's fktal trumpet soondedj 
And sad pale Adbloitha came^ 

When forth a valiant champion bounded. 
And slew the slanderer of her £ame. 



She wept^ deliver'd from her danger ; 

But when he knelt to claim her glov< 
" Seek notj" she cried, " oh ! gallant stranger. 

For hapless Adeloitha's love. 



ADBLOITHA. 97 



C€ 



For he is in a foreign fax land 
Whose arm should now have set me free ; 
And I must wear the willow garland 
For him that 's dead^ or false to me." 



^' NtLj ! say not that his fidth is tainted !"- 
He raised his vizor — ^At the sight 

She fell into his arms and fainted ; 
It was indeed her own true knight ! 



( 9« ) 



SONG. 

Drink ye to her that each loves best^ 

And if you nurse a flame 
That 's told but to her mutual breast^ 

We will not ask her name. 



Enough^ while memory tranced and glad 

Paints silently the fair^ 
That each should dream of joys he ^s had^ 

Or yet may hope to share. 

Yet fsi, far hence begest or boast 

From hallow'd thoughts so dear ; 
But drink to them that we love most, 

• \ 

As they would love to hear. 



{ w ) 



When BLapolbon was flying 
From the field of Waterloo^ 

A British soldier dying, 
To his brother bade adieu ! 



" And take/' he said, " this tok?n 
To the maid that owns my hii\ 

With the words that I have spoken 
In affection's latest breath." 



Sore mourn'd the brother's hearts 
When the youth beside him fell ; 

But the trumpet warned to part> 
And they took a sad £uewell. 
H 2 



100 SONG. 



There was many a friend to lose liiin^ 
For that gallant soldier sigh'd ; 

But the maiden of his bosom 
Wept when all their tears were dried. 



( 101 ) 



SONG. 



Oh bow liard it is to find 

The one just suited to our mind ; 

And if tbat one should be 
False^ unkind^ or found too late^ 
What can we do but sigh at fate^ 

And sing Woe 's me— Woe. 's me ! 

Love 's a boundless burning waste^ 
Where Bliss's stream we seldom taste^ 

And still more seldom flee 
Suspense's thorns^ Suspicion's stings; 
Yet somehow Love a something brings 

That 's sweet — ev'n when we sigh Woe 's me ! 



1 1 
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SONG. 

Earl Mabch looked on bis dying iSilh!/ 
And smit with grief to view her — 

The youths he cried^ whom I exiled^ 
Shall be restored to woo her. 



■S'l 

I I 



She 's at the window many an honr 

His coming to^disoover ; 
And her love look'd np to Ellen's bower. 

And she look'd on her lover — 

Bnt ah ! so pale^ he knew her not. 
Though her snule on him was dwelling. 

And am I then forgot— -forgot ? — 
It broke the heart of Ellen. 



?w<»- 



103 



In vain he weeps^ in vain he 8i^i8> 

Her cheek is cold as ashes ; 
Nor l^ye's pwn kiss shall ^fake those eyes 

To lilt their silken lashers. 



J I ' 
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( 10* ) 



ABSENCE. 

'Ti8 not the loss of love's assuranoei 
It is not doubting wbat thouart^ 

But His the too^ too long endurance 
Of absence^ that afflicts my heart. 

The fondest thoughts two hearts can cherish^ 
When each is lonely doom'd to weep> 

Are fruits on desert isles that perish^ 
Or riches buried in the deep. 



What though, untouch'd by jealous madness, 
Our bosom's peace may £all to wreck ; 

Th' undoubting heart, that breaks with sadness, 
Is but more slowly doom'd to break. 



ABSBNCS^ 105 



Absence ! is not the soul torn by it 
TProm more than lights or life^ or breath ? 

'Tis Lethe's gloom^ but not its quiet^-— 
The pain without the peace of death !' 



{ m ) 



SONG. 

Withdraw not yet those lips and fingers^ 
Whose touch to mine is rapture's spell ; 

Life's joy for us a moment lingers^ 

And death seems in the word**-farewdil. 

The hour that Ittds us part and gOi 

« 
It sounds not jei, oh ! no^ no> no« 



Time> whilst I gaze upon thy swe^nes^ 
Flies like a coarser nigh the goal; , 

To-morrow where shall be his fleetneslk, 
When thou art parted from my soul? : 

Our hearts sfaajl beat^ our tears Bhall flow> 

But not together''— noj no> no ! 



( m ) 



THE LAST MAN. 



All worldly shapes shall melt in glootti. 

The Sun himself must die^ 
Before this mortal shall assume 

Its Immortality ! 
I saw a Tision in my sleep^ 
That ga^re my spirit strei^th to sweep 

Adown the gulph of Time ! 
I saw the last of human mould/ 
That shall Creation's death behold^ 

As Adam saw her prime ! 



106 THB LAST MAN. 



The Sun's eye had a idckly glare^ 

The Earth with age was wan^ 
The skeletons of nations were 

Around that lonely man ! 
Some had expired in fight> — ^the brands 
Still rusted in their bony hands ; 

In plague and famine smne ! 
Earth's cities had no sound nor tread ; 
And ships were drifting with the dead 

To shores where all was dumb ! 



Yet> prophet-like^ that lone one stood^ 
With dauntless words and high^ 

That shook the sere leaves from the wo6d 
As if a storm pass'd by. 



THE L48T MAH. 109 



Saying, We are twins in deaths proud Sion^ 
Thy face is oold^ tiiy race is run^ 

'Tis Mercy bids thee go. 
For tkou ten thoosand thousand years 
Hast seal the tide of human tears^ 

That shall no longer flow. 

What though boieath thee man put forth 

His pomp, his pride^ his skill ; 
And arts that made fire, floods and ^|irth> 

The vassals of his will ;-— 
Yet mourn I not thy parted 8way> 
Thou dim discrowned king of day : 

For all those tzophied acts 
And triumphs that beneath thee sprang, 
Heal'd not a passion or a pang 

Entail'd on human hearts. 



11# VS» iDtWn MUUI. 



«6Sa9it«BB8BS; 



t. 



Go, let oblivion'a qast<ii& fall /. f . 

Nor with thyrittog bei»mft recali 

Life's tragedy «|;ain. 
Its piteous pageants bring not back. 
Nor waken flesh, upon the rack 

Of pain anew to writhe ; 
Stretch'd in disease's. shapes abhorr'd. 
Or mown in battle by the sword, 

Likt grass beneath the scythe. 



fSv'n I am weary in yon skies 

To watch thy fiiding fire ; 
Test of aU sumless agonies. 

Behold not: ln«i expire. 
My lips that speak thy durge of death — 
Theic rounded gasp and girgling breath 



9&ar EdttCn MAN. ill 



To see thou ^Ut not boftst. . ' r ^^^ 
The eclipse of Nature sprosds mj fiS&,*^ 
The majesty of Darkfless diUll ' *'' 

Receive my parting ^MMBt ! 

This spirit shall return to Him ' '' 

That gave its heavenly spark ; 

Yet think not^ Sun^ it shall be dim 
When thou thysdlf art dark ! ■ ■ > '> 

No ! it shall live again^ and shine 

In bliss unknown to beams of thine^ 
By Him recall'd to breath. 

Who captive led captivity. 

Who robb'd the grave of Victory,— * 
And took the sting from I>eath ! ^ - 



\-' >,'«>'; *"■'.' . . '•. .->;' :* ,• i >> 



113 THE LAST VAN. 



Qoy Sun^ while Mercy holds me up 

On Nature's awful waste 
To drink this last and bitter cup 

Of grief that man shall taste— 
Qo, tell the night that hides thy fiaoe^ 
Thou saw'st the last of Adam's race. 

On Earth's sepulchral clod. 
The dark'ning universe defy 
To quench his Immortality, 

Or shake his trust in God ! 



( 113 ) 



THE RITTER BANN. 



Thb Ritter Bann from Hungary 
Came back^ Tenown'd in arms. 

But Boommg jousts of chivalry 
And love and ladies' charms. 



While other Iknights held revels, he 
Was wrapt in thoughts of gloom, 

And in Vienna's hostelrie 
Slow paced his lonely room.' 



114 THB RITTBB BANN. 



There entei^d one whose face he knew^-— 

Whose voice, he was aware^ 
He oft at mass had listen'd to. 

In the holy house of prayer. 



'Twas the Abbot of St. James's monks> 

A fresh and fair old man : 
His reverend air arrested even 

The gloomy Ritter Bann. 



But seeing with him an ancient dame 
Come dad in Scotch attire. 

The Ritter's colour went and came. 
And loud he spoke in ire. 



t I 
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'' Ha ! nurse of her that was my bane^ 
Name not her name to me ; 

I wish it blotted from my brain : 
Art poor ? — take alms^ and flee.*' 



^ Sir Knight/' the abbot interposed^ 
" This case your ear demands ;" 

« • * * 

And the crone cried^ with a iaross enclosed 
In both her trembling hands:: 



" Remember^ each his sentence waits ; 

And he that shall rebut 
Sweet Mercy's suit> on him the gates 

Of Mercy shall be shut. 

I 2 
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Yqu wedded undispensed by Church, £ 
Your cousin Jane in Spring ;— : 

In Autumn, when you went to search ; 
For churchmen's pardoning, 



Her house denounced your marriage-band. 

Betrothed her to De Orey^ 
And the ring you put. upon her hand 

Was wrench'd by force away. 



Then wept your Jane upon my neck, ^ 
Crying, ^ Help me, nurse, to flee 

To my Howd Bann's Glamorgan hUls/s' 
But word arrived — ah me l-r- 
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You "were not there ; and 'twas their threat. 

By foul means or by &ir^ 
To-morrow morning was to set 

The seal on her despair. 



I had a son, a sea-boy, in 
A ship at Hartland bay ; 

By his aid from her cruel kin 
I bore my bird away. 



To Scotland from the Devon's 
Green myrtle shores we fled; 

And the Hand that sent the ratehs 
To Elijah, gave us bread. 
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1. 



She wrote you by my 8on^ but he 
From England sent us word 

You had gone into some fietr countries 
In grief and gloom he heard. 



For they that wrong'd you^ to elude 
Your wrath^ demeaned my child ; 

And you — ay^ blush^ Sir^ as you should — 
Believed^ and were b^uiled. 



To die but at your feet> she vow'd / 

To roam the world ; and we 
Would both have sped and bc^'d our breads 

But so it might not be. 
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For when the snow-stonn beat our roof. 

She bore a boy^ Sir Bann^ 
Who grew as fair your likeness proof 

As child e'er grew like man. 



'Twas smiling on that babe one mom 
While heath bloom'd on the moor^ 

Her beauty struck young Lord Kinghom 
As he hunted past our door. 



She shunn'd him^ but he raved of Jane^ 
And roused his mother^s pride ; 

Who came to us in high disdain, — 
^ And where 's the f^ce* she cried. 



IW Tnn/nnmi^iJiAirif*^ 



So wretctied lor lii9 wife ?*^ 
Dost lo^* ihj hofiband ? Knowa my- aoQ 
Ha&^WQm to seek bis lif e«' 



Her i4iger sore dismay'd ua. 
For our mite was wearing scanty 

And> anleas that dame would aid us» 
There was none to aid our want. 



So I t^her^ weeping bitterly^ 
Wliat all our woes had been ; 

And> iJiough she was a stem ladie^ 
The tears stood in her eeut, 
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And HMe MoiMd ua bodk, wheui ckiierAllly^ 

My child to iter Imd BW<«niy 
TbAtefm if inade a \^ddw, ^ ^ ' ^ 

Would never wed Kingliom.^- 



Here paused t^e nurse^ and tb/ea iM^m- 

The abboV standing by : 
" Three months ago a wounded man 

To our abbey came to die. 



He heard me long« with ghastly eyed 
And hand obdurate dendi'd> 

Speak of the worm that never dies^ • 
And the fire that is noit quenoh'd^ 
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At last by what this scroll attests 
He left atonement briefs 

For years of anguish to the breasts 
His guilt had wrung with grief. 



' There livedo' he saAd, * a fair yOung daine 

Beneath my mother's roof; 
I loved her^ but against my flame 

Her purity was proof. 



I feign'd repentance, friendship pure ; 

That mood she did not check. 
But let her husband's miniature 

Be copied -^m her neck. 
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As means to search him^ my deceit 
Took care to- him was borne 

Nought but his picture's counterfeit. 
And Jane's reported scorn. 



The treachery took : she waited wild ; 

My slave came, back and lied 
Whate'er I wish'd; she clasp'd her child. 

And swoon'd, and all but died. 



I felt her tears for years and yeara 
Quench not my flame^ but stir; 

The very hate I bore, her mate 
Increased my love for her. 



va»!&mm«iNi»: 



Fame tMn^vi^f^^-wMkl ' M 
Joy flush'd dm £ne of Jsgut;^ T 

Aa^wWH 4» blen'd ids imme, hi ^e 
Struck fire into my brain^ 



No ftan could damp ; I reach'd the camp. 

Sought out its duunpiou; 
*A** if my broad-sword feil'd at last, 

'Twas l<mg aud well laid on. 



?'{aija wiwnd '« my meed, my name 's Kinghorn, 

My foe '« the Hitter Bann.' 

The WBfer to his lips was borne. 

And we shrived the dying man- 
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He died myt till yoa went to figkt < ^^ 

The Turkft at Warradein ; 
But I $eie my tale has ohaniged yea pek'* 
The abbot went for wine ; 



, AmA brought a little page who piBUt^d ' ^'^ 
It out^ and knelt and smiled :*^'^ ^ 
The stuim'd knight saw himsdf reistOiMd 
To childhood in his diild ; ^ ^ 



And stoop'd and cau^^t Mm to khr bl^t^ 

Laugh'd loud and wept anoa> 
And with a sbower of kisfleig pl«MM ^-^-^ 



vcr 



The darling littk^ dne. 



» iw 
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'' And where went Jane?" — ''Tb a nunnery. Sir — 

Look not again so pale — 
Kinghom 8 old dame grew banli to her.*" — 

** And has she ta'en the yeil?"— 



'* Sit down. Sir/' said the priest, " I bar 
Rash words." — ^They sat all three. 

And the boy played with the knight's broad star. 
As he kept him on his knee. 



** Think ere you ask her dwelling-place," 

The abbot further said ; 
*' Time draws a veil o'er beauty^s face 

More deep than doister'a shade; 
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Grief may liave made her what you can 
Scarce love perhaps for life." 

*' Hush^ abhot^** cried the Hitter Bann, 
" Or tell me where 's my wife/' 



The priest undid two doors that hid 
The inn's adjacent room^ 

And there a lovely woman stood^ 
Tears bathed her beauty's bloom. 



One moment may with bliss repay 
Unnumbered hours of pain; 

Such was the throb and mutual sob 
Of the Knight 'embracing JaUew 



( 128 ) 



A DREAM. 



Wbll may sleep present us fictions^ 

Since our waking moments teem 
With such &nciful convictions 

As make life itself a dream.-* 
Half our daylight faith 's a fable; 

Sleep disports with shadows too^ 
Seeming in their turn as stable 

As the world we wake to view. 
Ne'er by day did Reason's mint 
Give my thoughts a clearer print 
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Of assured reality^ 
Than was left by Phantasy 
Stamp'd and colour'd on my sprite 
In a dream of yesternight. 



In a bark^ methooght^ lone steering, 

I was cast on Ocean's strife ; 
Thi8> 'twas whisper'd in my hearing. 

Meant the sea of life. 
.Sad regrets £rom past existence 

Game, like gales of chilling breath ; 
Shadow'd in the forward distance 

Lay the land of death. 
Now seeming more, now less remote. 
On that dim^seen shore, methought. 
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I beheld two hands a space 
Slow unshroud a spectre's hce ; 
And my flesh's hair upstood, — 
'Twas mine own similitude. 



Bat my soul revived at seeing 

Ocean^ like an emerald sparky 
Kindle^ while an air-dropt being 

Smiling steer'd my bark. 
Heaven-like— yet he look'd as human 

As supernal beauty can^ 
More compassionate than woman^ 

Lordly more than man. 
And as some sweet clarion's breath 
Stirs the soldier's scorn of death — 
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So his aec^its bade me brook 
The spectre's eyes of icy look> 
Till it shut them — tum'd its head. 
Like a beaten foe, and fled. 



'* Types not this," I said, " fair spirit! 

That my death-hoar is not come ? 
Say, what days shall I inherit? — 

Tell my soul their sum." 
" No," he said, " yon phantom's aspect. 

Trust me, would appal thee worse. 
Held in clearly measured prospect : — 

Ask not for a curse ! 
Make not, f<nr I overhear 
Thine unspoken thoughts as clear 
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As thy mortal ear could catch 

The chMe-broaght tickings of a watcfa-^ 

Make not the untold request 

That 's now revolving in thy hreast. 



" 'Tis to live again^ remeasuring 

Youth's years^ like a scene rehearsed. 
In thy second life-time treasuring 

Knowledge from the first. 
Hast thou felt^ poor self-deceiver ! 

Life's cajreer so void of pain^ 
As to wish its fitful fever 

New begun again ? 
Could experience, ten times thine. 
Pain from Being disentwine — 
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Threads by Fate together spun ? 
Could thy flight heaven's li^tning shun ? 
No^ nor could thy foresight's glance 
'Scape the myriad shafts of chance. 



** Would'st thou bear again Love's trouble- 
Friendship's death-dissever'd ties; 

Toil to grasp or miss the bubble 
Of ambition's p^ze? 

Say thy lifers new-guided action 
Flow'd from Virtue's feurest springs — 

Still would Envy and Detraction 
Double not their stings ? 

Worth itself is but a charter 

To be mankind's distinguish'd martyr." 
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^-I caught the morale and cried, ** Hail, 
Spirit ! let ob onward 8«dl 
Envying, fearing, hating none, • 
Guardian Spirit, steer me on !" 



( 136 ) 



• • 



REULLURA.* 



Star of the mom and eve^ 

Reullura shone like thee, 
And well for her might Aodh grieve^ 

The dark-attired Culdee.t 



f» 



* Reullura, in Gaelic, ngnifies ^^ beautiful star. 

•f The Culdees were the primitive clergy of Scotland, and 
apparently her only clergy from the sixth to the eleventh oen* 
tnry. They were of Irish origin, and their monastery on the 
island of lona or Ikohnill was the seminary of Christianity in 
North Britain. Presbyterian writers have wished to prove 
them to have been a sort of Presbyters, strangers to the Ro- 
man Church and Einsoopacy. It seems to be established that 
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Peace to their shades ! the pure Culdees 

Were Albyn's earliest priests of Grod, 
Ere yet an island of her seas , 

By foot of Saxon monk was trode^ 
Long ere her churchmen by bigotry 
Were barr'd from holy wedlock's tie. 
'Twas then that Aodh^ famed afar. 

In lona preach'd the word with power. 
And Reullura, beauty's star. 

Was the partner of his bower. 



they were not enemies to Episoopaey;— -but that they were not 
fllaviahly sabjected to Rome like the dergy of later periods, ap« 
pears by their resisting the Papal ordonnanoes respecting the 
oalibaoy of 'religious men, on which account they were ulti- 
mately displaced by the Scottish sovereigns to make way for 
more Popish canons. 
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But^ Aodh^ the roof lies low^ 

And the thistle-doMrn waves bleaching^ 
And the bat flits to and if o 

Where the Gael once heard thy preaching ; 
And fall'n is each column'd isle 

Where the chiefs and the people knelt. 
'Twas near that temple's goodly pile 

That honoured of men they dwelt. 
For Aodh was wise in the sacred law^ 
And bright ReuUura's eyes oft saw 

The veil of fate uplifted. 
Alas^ with what visions of awe 

Her soul in that hour was gifted — 



When pale in the temple and faints 
With Aodh she stood alone 
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By the statue of an aged Saint! 

Fair sculptured was the stone. 
It bore a crucifix; 

Fame said it once had graced 
A Christian temple, which the Picts 

In the Britons' land laid waste: 
The Pictish men, by St. Columb taught. 
Had hither the holy relic brought. 
ReuUura eyed the statue's face. 

And cried, " It is, he shall come, 
*^ Even he in this very^laoe, 

'^ To avenge my martyrdom. 



tf 



For, woe to the Gkel people ! 
'^ Ulvfieigre is on the main. 
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^' And lona ahall look from tower and steeple 

'^ On the coming ships of the Dane; 
*^ And, dames and daughters, shall all your locks 

" With the spoiler's grasp entwine ? 
'' No ! some shall have shelter in caves and rocks, 

'' And the deep sea shall be mine. 

Baffled by me shall the Dane return. 

And here ^all his torch in the temple bum, 
" Until that holy man shall plough 

'* The waves from Innis^Eul. 
*' His sail is on the deep e'e^ now, 

" And swells to the southern gale/'' 



c< 
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** Ah ! knowest thou not, my bride," 
The holy Aodh said. 
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'' That the Saint whose form, we stand beside 

Has for ages slept with the dead?*' 
'* He liveth, he liveth/* she said again^ 

" For the span of his life tenfold extends 
'^ Beyond the wonted years of men. 

" He sits by the graves of well-loved friends 

That died ere thy grandsire's grandsire's birth; 

The oak is decay'd with old t^e on earthy 
" Whose acorn-seed had been planted by him; 

'' And his parents remember the day of dread 
" When the ^n on the cross look'd dim^ 

" And the graves gave up their dead. 



(f 
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" Yet preaching from dime to clime^ 
" He hath roam'd the earth for ages, 

'' And hither he shall come in time 

" When the wrath of the heathen rages. 
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" In time a remnant from the sword — 
^' Ah! but a remnant to deliver; 

" Yet^ blest be the name of the Lord! 
'' His martyrs shall go into bliss for ever. 
Lochlin*^ appall'd, shall put up her streel. 
And thou shalt embark on the bounding keel; 
Safe shalt thou pass through her hundred ships, 
*^ With the Saint and a remnant of the Ghiel, 
And the Lord will instruct thy lips 
To preach in'Innisfifiil/'t 
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The sun, now about to set. 

Was burning o'er Tiriee, 
And no gathering cry rose yet 

O'er the isles of Albyn's sea, 

* DeniDArk. t lx«hHid. 
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Whilat Reullora saw far rowers dip 

Their oars beneath the suiij 
And the phantom of many a Danish ship. 

Where ship there yet was none. 
And the shield of alarm* was dumb, 
^or did their warning till midnight come. 
When watch-fires burst from across the main 

From Rona and Uist and Skey, 
To tell that the ships of the Dane 

And the red-hair'd slayers were nigh. 



Our islesmen arose from slumbers. 

And buckled on their arms ; 
But few, alas ! were their numbers 

To Lochlin's mailed swarms. 

* Striking the shield wm an ancient mode of ooRvocation te 
'war among the OaeL 
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And the blade of the bloody None 

Has fill'd the shores of the Gkiel 
With many a floating oorse^ 

And with many a woman's waiL 
They have lighted the islands with ruin's torch. 
And the holy men of lona's church 
In the temple of Ood lay slain ; 

All but Aodh^ the last Culdee^ 
But bound with many an iron chain. 

Bound in that church was he. 



And where is Aodh's bride ? 

Rocks of the ocean flood ! 
Plunged she not from your heights in pride. 

And mock'd the men of blood? 
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Then Ulvfagre and his bands 

In the temple lighted their banquet up^ 
And the print of their blood-red hands 

Was left on the altar cup. 
'Twas then that the Norseman to Aodh said, 
'' Tell where thy church's treasure 's laid. 
Or I '11 hew thee limb from iimb." 

As he spoke the bell struck three. 
And every torch grew dim 

That lighted their revelry. 



But the torches again burnt bright. 

And brighter than before. 
When an aged man of majestic height 

£nter'd the temple door. 
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Hush'd was the reveller's aound^ 

They were struck as mute as tlie dead^ 
And their hemts were appall'd by the very sound 

Of his footstep's measured tread. 
Nor word was spoken by one beholder^ 
While he flung his white robe back on his shoulder ^ 
And stretching his armft^-«s eath 

Unriveted Aodh's bands^ 
As if the gyves had been a wreath 

Of willows in his hands. 



All saw the stranger's similitude 
To the ancient statue's form ; 

The Saint before his own image stood^ 
And grasp'd Ulvfitigre's arm. 
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Then uprose the Danes at last to deliver 

Their chiefs and shouting with one accord^ 
They drew the shaft from its rattling quiver^ 

They lifted the spear and sword. 
And levelled their spears in rows. 
But down went axes and spears and bows. 
When the Saint with his crosier sign'd. 

The archer's hand on the string was stopt. 
And down, like reeds laid flat by the wind. 

Their lifted weapons dropt. 

The Saint then gave a signal mute. 
And though Ulvfeigre will'd it not. 

He came and stood at the statue's foot. 
Spell-riveted to the spot. 
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Till hands invisible shook the wall^ 

And the tottering image was dash'd 
Down from its lofty pedestal. 

On Ulvfagre's helm it crash'd — 
Helmet^ and skull^ and fleshy and brain^ 
It crush'd as millstone crushes the grain. 
Then spoke the Saints whilst all and each 

Of the Heathen trembled rounds 
And the pauses amidst his speech 

Were as awful as the sound : 
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Gro backj ye wolves, to your dens," (he cried,) 
'^ And tell the nations abroad. 
How the fiercest of your herd has died 
" That slaughter'd the flock of God. 
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" Gather him bone by bone^ 
" And take with you o'er the flood 
The fragments of that avenging stone 
" That drank his heathen blood. 
These are the spoils from lona's sack^ 
The only spoift ye shall carry back; 
For the hand that uplifteth spear or sword 
" Shall be wither'd by paLsy's shock, 

" And I come in the name of the Lord 
'^ To deliver a remnant of his flock." 
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A remnant was call'd together, 

A doleful remnant of the GaeU 
And the Saint in the ship that had brought him 
hither 

Took the mourners to Innis&il. 
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Unscathed they left lona's strand^ 

When the opal mom first flush'd the sky^ 
For the Norse dropt spear^ and bow> and brandy 

And look'd on them silently; 
Safe from their hiding-places came 
Orphans and mothers, child &nd dame: 
But, alas! when the search for Reullura spread^ 

No answering voice was given^ 
For the sea had gone o'er her lovely head, 

And her spirit was in Heaven. 



THE END. 
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